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Supermassive 


Author's Notes: 
Randomly watching Black Hole Sun video and it hit m. There's a story here. A creepy nightmare of a story. 
Who are these people? 


3pm Saturday, middle of July 


Its hot enough to boil an egg on the sidewalk. The humidity is rising. Seriously, why do we live here? Whats the 
point of this suburban hellscape where everyone maintains the facade of perfection? Churches on every 
corner, middle class neighborhoods with the June Cleaver wife and the 28 kids, private schools, dad with the 
T5k a year job. New cars every two or three years. It's all so fake. As fake as Mrs. Potts next doors makeup. 


Laughable. 


There is no escape from this nightmare. Every day is exactly the same. Same McMansions on every block, all 
made to look like they were built on an assembly line. Same alcoholic fathers who beat their wives into perfect 
submission. Dinner on the table by six. And for God's sakes, don't burn the roast! 


We are expected to follow in their footsteps. Meet a girl, propose before she can find someone better, before 
she escapes this town. Knock her up in the backseat of your late model Sedan, marry her in a shotgun wedding 


before she starts showing and tell everyone the baby was a preemie. 


Humidity rising. The asphalt is bubbling. | look out the window. Neighbors are cooking off with the water hose. 
Kids across the street eating ice cream. It's a Technicolor world and sometimes it feels too perfect, too plastic, 
too fake. | often wonder if there is anything outside of Stepfordville, USA. I'm told that's dangerous thinking. 
Stay in your lane. There's nothing out there except all this. 


5pm, same day 


Is the heat ever going to relent? Man, sometimes i wish a black hole would just come and force us to start 
over. Take away all this phony facade, cleanse us from what we have made of ourselves. Of course, l'm 


dreaming. Black holes exist in science fiction, and in the ramblings of Stephen Hawking and Carl Sagan. 
| hear a scream from downstairs. Probably just my mother, overboiling the saucepan. Again. Predictable. 


Lately there have been weird folks spotted in town. Some say they are from a cult. They hold signs and shout 
at everyone to repent. The end of the world is near. l'm not sure how accurate it is, but | wonder sometimes 
how the end would happen. Would we cease to exist? Will the world in end in fire? In ice? In a war so big we 


blow ourselves up? | try not to think about it but it is on my mind a lot. 

Besides, if God exists, he's probably cut from the same cloth of sameness and predictable routine as the rest 
of this life i live. | find it hard to trust anything outside this rotten suburbia. It is branded into my mind and 
heart that this life is all there is. Nothing more to see. 

The radio blares. A storm warning. Sigh. 

bpm 

Sirens blare. Its common for mid July to have the occasional severe storm. | close the curtains. Nothing to 
see here. Probably blow over in fifteen minutes or so. As usual. Everyone retreats into their cookie cutter 
lives to take shelter. Outside the sky darkens. Members of the cult can be heard shouting. "This is it! The end, 
the endl" 


Sure, guys. Y'all ever saw a mid summer storm before? But something resonates, stirs inside. | can hear a 


crash from outside. The wind picks up, blowing trash and leaves around. 


Still, | don't see the sky or the spinning circle that descends from black clouds. 


